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intricate working, and Margaret set him to act the part of
King Alfred and the cakes so that she might have the pleasure
of scolding him. The fourth time the American came to see
me, he came to take me out to dinner. He had a car, and as
we sped westwards from St, John's Wood, he said :

" I've been thinking it over. You know you've got some
talent that is as good as capital, but if you waste your time in
the other studio you're just fooling. You're letting your capital
go to waste. Now I guess when your husband went off to
France- he counted on those who are left to see you through.
And so I want you to let me give you a thousand pounds to
make life easier," and he handed me ten notes of a hundred.

I said all the things one says on such an occasion. I stam-
mered in my astonishment that I didn't need it and wouldn't
take it, and he countered with a question :

" What is the exact amount of your bank balance at this
moment ? "

I had six pounds; it was more than I often had.

" Six pounds ! " he repeated, " and where will you be in six
days?"

" It will last longer than that," I said, and explained that I
was owed various amounts which would come in, and meanwhile
I could hold on.

Well, he was not having any " pride stuff " as he called it,
and I had to give way, and mighty glad I was too. But he
stipulated that I must close down my " pot boiler shed ** and
concentrate on the other work. This I did, and never worked
for shops from that day. Moreover, I paid some debts, mended
my roof which leaked, bought the children's winter vests and
lived in great calm and peace of mind for some time. In
return the American asked to be allowed to give me dinner
when I had finished work, and when we had seen every play in
London, which was a frightful bore, but the only way I could
repay him, he went back to France. His periodic returns on
leave punctuated the flight of time. He was without exception
the most chivalrous man I ever met. He regarded me as a kind
of heritage left to the nation by a dead patriot, and considered
it a sacred duty that such as I should be looked after. Cynics
may smile, but because such a man did once cross my path.